CHAPTER 241 


Round 1 


“Mother of fuck... Right in the bones.” 


Justin rolled over in pain, waking up from the unconscious state he had been thrust 
into as he hit the floor. Hard too if the blood splatter was any indication. Seemed he 
had managed to bit his lip when he hit the ground, a big gaping hole with blood 
dripping down his skin and onto the pavement beneath him right where his teeth 
had pierced through his flesh. And it hurt like a bitch. But that wasn’t important 
right now, what was important was Justin had just woke up in a rather... familiar 
locale. He had remembered jumping through the television last he was conscious... 
yet... when he woke up, well... This was the pavement outside of Yasogami. Justin 
groaned as he pushed himself up, struggling to keep his balance as he wiped the 
blood from his mouth. Oh fuck, that was definitely going to need stitches. But that 
wouldn’t matter if he couldn’t even figure out where he was. | mean... He wouldn’t 
have just fallen asleep in the middle of the courtyard like that, so he HAD to have 
fallen through the television. That wasn’t a dream. Maybe this was and he was still 
unconscious? No, the pain was to real. So that just left him with questions as to why 
it looked like he was at Yasogami. 


“Maya? Chie? Anyone?” Justin called out as he dragged himself over to a lamp post, 
leaning against it as he tried to focus all his energy on numbing the pain. His mind 
was racing as his eyes scanned the horizon. Not a person in sight. That didn’t make 
much sense either. Usually when they went through the television they all came out 
the same spot. And they wouldn’t just leave Justin like that bleeding out on the 
floor... at least, he knew for a fact Chie wouldn’t... There had to be some...thing... 
You know, it was all a blur, but... Didn’t Justin get separated from the group when 
he was falling in? He didn’t know, he couldn’t be sure. And his head felt like an 
overripe watermelon about to explode. He groaned as he pushed himself away from 
the lamppost, crawling his way through the courtyard and to the front door of the 
school. The doors felt heavier than usual as he pushed them open, and the room 
seemed darker as he made his way to the lockers. That wasn’t the giveaway that 
something funny was going on though. 


“Il know it’s the holidays, but don’t the clubs usually meet over the break?” Justin 
puzzled to himself. There was always someone here regardless of the day of week; 
it made little to no sense that the halls were completely barren. Unless of course 
this wasn’t actually Yasogami. He could tell something was wrong. He tightened his 
brow and creped slowly forward, eyes darting around. This had to be some kind of 
trap. Why else would a place that looked just like Yasogami exist in the television 
world? And then it hit him. Literally. Fog came flowing down from the ceilings, 
blinding him and clogging his air waves. He couldn’t see a damn thing, even when 


using his arm as a protective shield for his eyes. Nothing but the white gas as far as 
he could see. He coughed, a mixture of blood and smoke flowing up from his throat 
as he tried to navigate the foggy hallways. He couldn’t go a few steps without 
bumping into something... or someone. He could recognize the difference between 
a cold metal locker and human flesh any day of the week. Whoever Justin bumped 
into was taller than him, that was for sure. He coughed some more, backing away 
Slightly as the fog started to sink down towards their feet. 


And there on the opposite end of the room was Yosuke. 


“Ladies and gentlemen! It’s time to get our program started!” Loud speakers 
boomed all over the school, screeching through the halls and irritating Justin’s 
eardrums. He clutched his ears and focused his eyes on Yosuke. He had no idea 
what was going on, and from the look on Yosuke’s face, neither did he. Justin was 
having trouble deciding whether it was reassuring not being the only one clueless or 
annoying that he wasn’t being caught up to date. But there would be time for that 
later, for now... For now there was the sound of Rise over the intercom. What in 
god’s name was SHE doing here. And what did she mean program? She wasn’t 
talking about the fighting program, was she? The sound of a crowd cheering rang up 
from the dirt around them, yet there was no one around anywhere. It was kind of 
like a laugh track in a way, though it confused Justin all the same. “There’s no need 
for manners or courtesy or anything today, so let it all hang out! Tell us how you 
really feel! 1, Risette, will be your commentator! But first, the General would like to 
say a few words!” 


“General!?” Justin shouted with exasperation. Why did he get the feeling he had a 
pretty good idea who this ‘general’ was? Well you know what, | don’t know if this 
was all in good humor or not, but the moment Justin split his lip open and started 
bleeding profusely; that was the moment Teddie earned himself one of the biggest 
ass-kickings in the world. He was going to suffer like no bear had ever suffered; 
Justin would see to that. 


“It seems the time has come...” The voice echoed through the halls, buzzing 
through the intercom system. It was clearly Teddie, much to Justin’s annoyance. 
This had gone on long enough. “I’m proud to announce the opening of our bear-y 
own P-1 Grand Prix!” 


“Teddie, you piece of shit. What the fuck is this?” Justin shouted at the intercoms, 
hoping that they worked both ways. Thankfully enough, it seemed they did, and 
Teddie could hear him loud and clear. He clearly didn’t seem to care that Justin was 
livid, but he probably should have given that Justin planned to shove a little more 
than his foot up Teddie’s ass. 


“Welcome, Justin-kun! You must now strive to become the champion among all 
fighters! | bet you of all people are already aching to get started, hmm?” Teddie 
mocked Justin. Yeah, Justin got it, he was a violent person. That’s not the part that 


was So offensive to him, it was the part where Teddie was trying to get him to beat 
the shit out of his friends. Even if said friend WAS Yosuke. 


“Aching to get started!? | don’t know if you can see this from the intercom, but | am 
bleeding PROFUSELY because of your goddamn stunt. | need fucking stitches 
because of you. So no. No! am not fucking aching to get started. Now get fucking 
down here and set up the exit before | twist your spine like a balloon animal.” Justin 
threatened with great anger. His lip was bleeding a lot, but it probably wasn’t going 
to kill him if he didn’t get stitches... All the same, he’d rather not press his luck. 
Teddie, on the other hand, would. 


“Ooh, very violent, | like it. Begin the next match.” And with that the intercom cut 
off. Justin threw his hands into the air with fury flowing through his veins like 
burning gasoline. He wanted to put a bullet in Teddie’s brain at this point; he had 
proven without reason of a doubt that he was a huge douchebag. Justin sighed 
before pacing his way towards Justin and by extension the staircase. 


“Come on Yosuke, I’m going to give Teddie some claws for concern.” Justin ordered 
with annoyance as he tried to rush up the staircase. Much to his surprise, he 
seemed to bump onto a wall that wasn’t there. He held his hands out with 
fascinated annoyance as he ran his hands up and down the invisible structure. 
There was something there for sure, but he couldn’t see it. He tried kicking it, but 
there was no way through. He wasn’t sure how Teddie had done it, but he had 
managed to cage the two in. “Motherfucker, there’s gotta be a door here or 
something. Help me look.” 


“Why? Trying to run away?” Yosuke smirked a bit, arms crossed as he stood there in 
the middle of the room. Justin paused, confused, shocked even as he turned to face 
Yosuke. He had to be shitting Justin right now. He needed medical attention and 
Yosuke was trying to play along with these games? You know what? Fuck Yosuke 
too. Fuck all of them; he didn’t need this right now. 


“How about you get your damn priorities straight.” 


“What, you don’t want to fight?” Yosuke responded with confusion, as if this were 
the most shocking news he had ever heard. “But you’re a natural violent person, 
this is right up your alley!” That was about where Justin lost his patience, turning 
around to approach Yosuke, leaving the invisible barricade behind. If Yosuke wanted 
to get his lip split, then so be it, but Justin would not be insulted when he was 
bleeding all over the floor. “I guess you really are useless...” Yosuke continued, 
rubbing at his nose a bit as if this were a casual conversation, eyes facing outwards 
as he tried to avoid eye contact. That was the worst part; he was insulting Justin and 
he didn’t even have the common decency to look him in the eye. 


“Useless? You got some nerve.” 


“Well it’s true. The only reason we keep you around is because you know how to 
crack some skulls. But if you’re not going to do that, | don’t see why we even need 
you anymore.” Justin couldn’t even believe the stuff coming from Yosuke’s mouth. 
He wasn’t sure if he should be offended, or admire the fact that Yosuke suddenly 
grew a pair. Just at the worst time. And Justin was starting to lose his patience 
because of it. 


“You have three seconds to shut up.” 


“I mean it’s not like you have any redeeming qualities as a person. You’re a total 
asshole; no one likes you. Hell the only reason Chie sweet talks you all the time is 
because we thought you’d be useful.” And just like that Justin snapped. You can 
insult him, you can insult his integrity, you can strip him of his pride, but don’t you 
ever lie about his girlfriend like that. Within one quick motion, before Yosuke could 
even finish speaking, Justin punched him hard in the face, knocking him to the 
ground immediately. 


“You leave her out of this!” He shouted before kicking Yosuke as he squirmed on 
the floor. He wanted a fight? He fucking earned one. 


“Oooh, it looks like things are getting heated up!” The intercom buzzed, Rise 
apparently finding satisfaction in Justin delivering the first blow already. A sucker 
punch? What a way to start the match! The crowd started cheering immediately 
with excitement, thrilled by the fight that had just started between the two. Yosuke 
simply smirked, wiping some blood from the corner of his mouth. This was the fight 
he was looking for. He jumped up, leading into an uppercut in an attempt at cheap- 
shotting Justin the way he had cheap-shotted him. Justin leaned back just enough 
that the tip of Yosuke’s fist soared right past his chin. Unfortunately, he wasn’t in 
much of a position to defend against him jabbing his elbow into his pelvis after that. 
Justin immediately flinched in pain, grabbing at the sore area; just long enough for 
Yosuke to follow up with a roundhouse kick that sent him flying down into the 
ground. 


Justin gasped in pain as his already sore body hit the floor like a heavy weight, his 
organs feeling as though they were shifting around in his body. It was almost 
tempting to just lay down after that; but after what Yosuke had said about Chie, he 
couldn’t just let him get away with being an asshole. This ended right here right 
now. Yosuke was quick to approach Justin as he lay on the ground, ready to plant 
the bottom of his shoe on Justin’s face, though Justin was quick to roll away, quickly 
moving his way to the tips of his fingers and crawling away back into a standing, 
defensive position. Yosuke in turn adopted a fighting stance of their own as he 
stared Justin in the eye, two warrior’s locking gazes for just a brief moment. 


Yosuke was the first to try and deliver a punch, but Justin quickly swatted his arm 
away. Yosuke followed with a second punch, and Justin swatted that one away too. 
And for a moment, there was this simple volley of punches between the two in 


which Yosuke would try to nail Justin, only for him to deflect the blow. At the least 
though, Yosuke was backing Justin into a literal corner, where he wouldn’t have 
much chance to dodge. And he was right; Justin hadn’t noticed the corner, and the 
moment he had got backed into it, Yosuke took the opportunity to pin him to the 
wall with one hand and wail on his skull with his other fist, Justin’s head rebounding 
as it hit the wall once, twice, three times over, the blood from his lip gushing the 
entire time. 


One would think that was how the match would end, but Justin quickly kneed 
Yosuke in the stomach, causing him to recoil and leaving him defenseless. Soon the 
hunted became the hunter, and Justin was delivering the punches instead hooking 
around to hit Yosuke from every direction, interchanging jabs with straights with 
hooks from every side so he could never really anticipate Justin’s movements. It 
wasn’t long before Justin hit him hard enough that he stumbled backwards, losing 
his balance from the blow. He took a deep breath, clearly having trouble keeping up 
now that the tables were turned. And that’s where a little cheating comes in. 


With one quick sleight of hand, Yosuke drew one of his knives and dashed towards 
Justin, slashing away at his torso. Justin backstepped the first slash, though the 
second had managed to slit the fabric of his t-shirt and tear through his skin, 
leaving just the tiniest trickle of blood. It sting like a paper cut, but was just as 
superficial as one too. Third time he tried to take a swing, Justin grabbed his wrist 
and chopped at his elbow, sending immense pain through Yosuke’s bones and 
stunning him for a moment, brining him to his knees just long enough for Justin to 
twist his wrist behind his back, causing Yosuke to scream out in pain. 


“lam not your fair-weather friend.” Justin whispered in his ear with anger. He was 
not just there as a profit for Yosuke; he never would be. And with one quick 
movement, Justin flipped Yosuke into the air, just enough that he fell flat on his back 
as his body uncoiled from the toss. It felt like his spine had been shattered in 
several places... But then, he was always a drama queen. Justin panted heavily as 
Yosuke squirmed a little, just a few seconds before sighing and letting his body 
grow limp on the floor. It wasn’t worth it. 


“That was an amazing fight!” A voice suddenly echoed through the halls as Justin 
dropped to his knees to press his elbow against Yosuke’s throat, keeping him 
pinned to the ground. Justin was needless to say fairly irritated with all of this 
already. Two injuries already, not to mention the emotional damage. “Good job in 
defeating Yosuke, Justin-kun! That’s one of our number one thugs! We can’t wait to 
see more from you in the future!” And with that, the intercom clicked off again, 
leaving just Yosuke and Justin there on the floor. They glared at each other for a 
moment before Yosuke decided to spit in Justin’s face. Justin, as had been 
predicted, let loose his grip on Yosuke to wipe the spit off his face, allowing Yosuke 
just enough time to get away for a moment and catch his breath. What he hadn't 


anticipated was the fact he just spit in a man’s face. Justin was livid and soon 
charged Yosuke into a wall. 


“What the fuck is your problem!?” Justin shouted after a while, having just about 
enough of this. Yosuke was an ass, but he wasn’t this much of an ass. This wasn’t 
like him, something was up. Yosuke simply struggled to break free of Justin’s grip. 


“With me!? You’re the one who started losing your shit! You know, | don’t think it’s 
any of your damn business what me and Maya do while we’re alone, you prick.” 
Justin shook his head and squinted at Yosuke like he had completely lost his mind. 


“What in god’s name are you TALKING about? What the hell does Maya have to do 
with any of this!?” Justin paused for a moment, breathing heavily, but also letting 
Yosuke’s comment sink in a little bit. And that only cause him to push Yosuke into 
the wall harder. “Wait a second, what do you mean ‘when you’re alone’!? What 
have you been doing!?” 


“Nothing! That’s the point! And hey, you’re the one who brought it up, you tell me!” 
Yosuke countered with irritatated confusion. What in god’s name was going on 
here? Justin stared at Yosuke like he had a second head for only a moment longer. 


“| don’t know what conversation you were listening to, but | never mentioned 
Maya.” Justin explained. He had a feeling Yosuke was entirely aware of that, but 
whatever; he’d give him the benefit of the doubt that he was actually batshit 
insane. “YOU’RE the one who brought Chie into this for no reason.” 


“Chie? W-Why would | say anything about her.” Yosuke tilted his head to the side. 
Now they were both in this awkward situation where it seemed the other had heard 
something the other hadn’t said. Why, Justin didn’t know, but something was clearly 
lost in translation here. 


“You... didn’t?” 
“NO!” 
“Then who did?” 


“| don’t know, can you let go already?” Yosuke demanded, his arms growing stiff as 
Justin held him against the wall. Justin glared at him for a moment. He couldn’t be 
trusted NOT to be pinned to a wall after what he did... Perhaps that’s why Justin 
managed to surprise himself by loosening his grip after a moment, allowing Yosuke 
to wander free. “Christ man, you hit hard.” Yosuke groaned as he rubbed at his 
throat, walking forward as he examined the room. “Where the fuck is Teddie? | 
swear when | find him I’m gonna rip the fluff out of him.” 


“Hey | asked you first! You were the one who wanted to fight about it.” Justin shook 
his head with annoyance as he followed Yosuke’s lead. Yosuke had a good idea 


where he was if he was making announcements over the PA, though he couldn’t be 
one hundred percent sure. But that was irrelevant, because as they were walking, 
Yosuke immediately recoiled in pain. Justin simply looked back with interest as 
Yosuke grabbed at his skull in pain. “What are you doing?” 


“| don’t know, | think | walked into something.” Yosuke muttered with 
embarrassment before trying to walk through again, though to not much avail. It 
looked like he was pulling a mime act as he couldn’t pass through what clearly 
wasn’t the... Wait... Justin side stepped Yosuke through his apparent invisible 
barricade, watching with interest as Yosuke tried to get past the invisible wall. Justin 
tried to yank him through himself, but it seemed no matter what, Yosuke just could 
not pass that force field. 


“Interesting...” Justin muttered with fascination. “There’s nothing there for me, 
though | know | bumped into something like this earlier... Why would | be able to 
pass and you can’t.” Yosuke sighed and crossed his arms after a while, realizing the 
implications here. This was an elimination style tournament it would seem; and now 
that Yosuke was eliminated, well... He needed to stay away from the other 
competetors. Or more importantly Teddie. 


“I lost... Maybe Teddie’s trying to keep me from following you?” Yosuke theorized. 
Justin’s eyes lit up a bit. That made a lot of sense actually, though it did leave the 
question as to HOW he was doing this. Teddie had never been able to do this 
before, why could he know? Actually, just why in general? Why was he doing this? 
Teddie was clueless, but he wasn’t malicious. This was like a whole ‘nother person. 
Yosuke sighed before pressing himself up as close to the wall as possible. “Look, 
whatever this is, it’s clear | can’t follow you. | don’t know what’s going on, but you 
need to find the others. Maybe they know what’s happening. Yu especially.” Justin 
nodded his head a bit with cautious agreement. 


“Perhaps... Something’s not right here. Teddie wouldn’t do this, would he?” Justin 
questioned, perhaps hoping Yosuke himself Knew SOMETHING. He shrugged. 


“| don’t know. | thought not, but... That was his voice on the intercom.” 
“Voice-changer?” 


“Unlikely.” Yosuke groaned with annoyance. Did Justin really believe that someone 
was trying to imitate Teddie? That’s ridiculous. Of all people, why would they want 
to be Teddie. Teddie’s life kind of sucked. Just a little bit, what with him being a 
mascot that guarded against the malicious forces of evil trying to harness shadows’ 
powers. Justin crossed his arms and leaned against his leg, wiping a blood smear 
along his chin away with the tip of his fingers. 


“Well, only one way to find out I guess.” Justin decided. He should probably get 
going... But first things first. “Oh, and Yosuke?” 


“Yeah?” 


Within a split second Justin’s fist was in Yosuke’s face, and even quicker than that 
Yosuke was on the floor grasping his face in pain. 


“That’s for spitting in my face.” 


